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12th Sunday after Trinity, 8 September

The anniversary of the sudden death by apoplexy of the Rev.
John Houseman, late Vicar of Bredwardine and Rectory of
Brobury. I alluded to this in the morning sermon and also to the
Sittingbourne railway disaster and the terrible calamity of Tuesday
kstonthe Thames near Woolwich when the Princess Alice, excur-
sion steamboat, was run down by the Bywell Castle, screw collier,
and more than 700 people drowned.

Monday, 9 September

I had a serious talk with Ellen Lewis of the turnpike gate house.
She is in great distress and very anxious about herself. She was
much terrified by the heavy thunderstorm of Saturday night last.
She thought the end of the world might be come and feared she was
not fit to meet it.

Friday 13 September

Visited Jack my Lord at Crafta Webb. John told me how he ami
his family got the nickname of 'Lords' or 'My Lords'. His father
when a boy worked for old Mrs. Higgins at Middlewood. She was
displeased with him one day because he would not do something
that she told him, and said scornfully that she supposed he was as
great a person as 'My Lord North'. From this simple circumstance
die nickname of 'Lords' or 'My Lords' has clung to this family for
3 generations.

Sunday, 15 September

Mrs. Jenkins told me that as she was dressing at her window about
5 a.m. she saw a creature which she thought at first was a calf rush
madly into the little stable in the fold and then dash out again, hop
over the stone wall into the brook, and away. About half an hour
after 2 couple of white hounds and a couple of bloodhounds came
hunting down the lane with the keepers riding after them and she
learnt from the keeper (Hicks) that the animal she had taken for a
calf was a buck. They had rifles with them and they had followed
the deer all night over part of the Black Mountain. The hounds lost
the scent in the water but struck it again and ran into the buck at
Upper Castlcton. The deer was taken to Mr. Mcdlicott's farmhouse
to be cut up and a cart was sent for it from Moccas. Mrs. Jenkins
said she went into the stable after the buck had bolted from it and
saw by the hoof marks and the mud which the deer had brought